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church the women come from the villages to visit their,
husbands were huddled like a flock of sheep.
Piotra, dressed in a furlined jacket with an enormous
pocket on the chest, and wearing that accursed officer's
Astrakhan cockade of which he recently had been so proud,
continually felt sidelong, cold glances fixed on him. They
deepened his already anxious, distracted mood. He stood
listening for a while to a Red Army man in a good quality
greatcoat and a new fur cap, who was standing on a barrel
in the middle of the square. With his fur-gloved hand the
man adjusted the scarf about his neck, and looked around
him.
" Comrade cossacks....." the low, chilly voice entered
Piotra's ears.
Piotra looked about him and noticed that the cossacks,
troubled by the unusual word " comrade," were staring at
one another agitatedly. The Red Army man talked for a
long time about the Soviet Government, the Red Army, and
relations with the cossacks. He was continually being
interrupted by shouts:
" Comrade, what do you mean by ' commune ' ? "
" And what is the Communist Party ? "
The speaker pressed his hand against his chest and
patiently explained:
" Comrades ! The Communist Party is a voluntary
affair. The party is joined of their own free will by those who
want to struggle for the great task of liberating the workers
and peasants from the oppression of the capitalists and
landowners,"
Almost immediately there was a shout from someone else :
" Explain to us about communists and commissars/'
Hardly had the man finished his explanation when a
further shout arose :
" We don't understand what you're talking about. We're
ignorant people here. Use simpler words."
When the Red Army man had finished, Yakov Fomin made
a long and boring speech. As he listened Piotra recalled the
first time he had seen Fomin in the army, when Daria had
visited him at the station on the way to Petrograd. Before
his eyes appeared the stern, moistly gleaming eyes of the
deserter from the Ataman regiment, the greatcoat with the
number " 52 " on the shoulder-straps, and the man's bearish